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The girl was of course Elizabeth Furze, the
daughter of Stephen and Sarah Furze.

Michael's first idea of her was that she was a plain,
gaunt woman of no attraction whatever.

She was tall, thin, pale, with large grey eyes,
prominent cheek-bones, a high pallid forehead. Her
clothes were simple, old-fashioned in cut; her dark
hair was dragged back from her forehead as though
to accentuate her plainness. On this first evening
she scarcely spoke. She had the self-eliminating air
of a woman who, whether from shyness or a sequence
of unhappy experiences, had decided long ago that
she would offer fate no chance to hurt or shame her.
She busied herself during the meal, handing things,
taking plates away, and Michael observed that her
movements were exceedingly quiet and even grace-
ful By the end of the evening he thought that she
was not so plain, for her eyes were gentle and she had
dignity.

The meal, as he had expected, was very meagre.
There was some thin, tasteless soup, a piece of cold
beef which Stephen carved, some potatoes in their
jackets, a blancmange. * it's a good thing,' Michael
thought| 4 that 1 shall be taking my meals else-
where.' He himself talked much ana loudly. He
always did so when the atmosphere around him was
silent and still* It was as though he was conscious
of a void which he must fill. He boasted a lot of the
things that he had done and the places that he had
seen. He told many stories* booming away, thinking
himself excellent company* When he talked like
this something pleasantly simple appeared in his
character* He trusted those around mm because he
was pleased with himself* When he was not attacked